MARCUS CURTIUS

IN response to an oracle which declared that a gulf
recently opened in the Forum could only be closed*
by casting into it that which Rome held most dear,
Marcus Curtius, fully armed, mounted his war-
horse and plunged, for that which Rome held
dearest was her chivalry.

3Tis not by brooding on delight
That men take heart of pride, and force
To pull the saddle-girthings tight
And close the gulf on staring horse.

From softness only softness comes;
Urged by a bitterer shout within,
Men of the trumpets and the drums
Seek, with appropriate discipline,

That Glory past the pit or wall

Which contradicts and stops the breath,

And with immortalising gall

Builds the most stubborn things on death.